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Satire should, like a poiish'd razor keen, 
Wound with a touch that’s scarcely felt or seen.—Lapy Montacu’. 


" Political Pasquinudes and Political Caricatures are parts (though humble ones) of Political history. They supplyinformation as to the personal habits, and 
often as to the motives and objects of public men, which cannot be found elsewhere ’—Crokrer’s New Wuic Guipe. 
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CUMBERLAND'’S EXIT. 
We have this week to treat upon one of the most refreshing 








and pleasant subjects that have occurred for us throughout the 





whole of our career—need we say that the theme of our lead- 
ing article this week is the happy departure from this country 
of his Royal Highness the Duke of Cumberland. 

The announcement of this grand consummation has spread 
throughout the nation a satisfaction it would be impossible for 
us to attempt to describe, and it has put the patriotic Seymour 
into a glow of such truly respectable enthusiasm that his genius 


The follow- 


caricature shows to what singular fancies it occasionally 


has taken even a more eccentric turn than usual. 
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leads him, and the result to the nation is a most felicitous re- 
presentation of Cumberland being turned adrift from the ship 
Britannia, taking with him all he could get hold of, and laden 
with the extra load of the contempt of both crew and pas- 
sengers, 

Our artist, it will be seen, has given him a form, which seems 
to bespeak that he is not of a kindred nature with those on 
board the vessel he is quitting. He may in fact, be regarded 
as a species of political Vanderdecken whose story is well 
known as that of the Flying Dutchman who swore a most fear- 
ful oath that he would weather Table Bay in spite of the 
elements. Like him, our modern Vanderdecken swore by < 
most terrible oath to combat with the storm of Reform, but every 
one is aware of the result, and that he was beaten back with 
coutumely and disgrace by the terrific whirlwind of popular 
opinion, in defiance of which he had presumptuously dared to 
set himself. Like Vanderdecken also, his presence was always 
considered fatal to any vessel into which he intruded himself— 
and it is therefore natural enough that Seymour should have 
depicted in the ccuntenances of all on board the state vessel, a 
gleam of pleasure at the sight of Cumberland quitting it. 
There are, however, a certain set of persons of a similar calibre 
with himself who will mourn at his absence, and a farewell 
dinner has been given, of which we furnish an exclusive report, 
in the hope that it will gratify the national curiosity. The 
following are the particulars. 

The Carlton Conservative Club gave a grand farewell dinner 
to his Royal Highness of Cumberland on his quitting this coun- 
try for Germany. Among the company present we observed 


W. Motineux, Printer, 15, Rolls Buildings, Fetter Lane. 
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the Duke of Wellington, Lord Lyndhurst, Lord Eldon, Mr. 
Horace Twiss and Bishop Philpotts. After the cloth had been 
removed, Lord Eldon rose with a cataract of tears flowing from 
each eye, to propose a prosperous journey to the Duke of Cum- 
berland. 
ship with one of his peculiar whines, “I would implore his 
Royal Highness to remain and still fight our Conservative 


battles at home, but perhaps though eloquence may fail, I may 


‘«‘ If persuasion could be of any use,” said his Lord- 


reach his heart with a melody.” The Ex-Chancellor then 
struck up with a pathos equal to his woolsack orations, the fol- 


lowing metrical appeal to the well known air of 
Fly Not Yet. 
Fly not yet, ‘tis just the hour, 
When place—like a black midnight flower, 
Which scorns the rude and vulgar light, 
Begins to woo us sons of night, 
And scamps who covet cash. 
’T was but to bless us sons of shade, 
That place and pay were ever made. 
’Tis then their rich attractions glowing, 
From the public purse are flowing. 
Oh stay! oh stay. 
The Whigs are at a discount now, 
And while they are, indeed I vow 
For you to leave is rash, 
Grand Chorus. The Whigs are at a discount now, 
And while they are, indeed I vow 
For you to leave is rash. 

The Duke on rising to return thanks, begged to explain that 
he had a view in going abroad very different from what his 
friends might have been led to imagine. ‘ It has been said,” 
observed the Duke, “that it is my son’s eye which takes me 
abroad, need I say such an assertion is all my eye distinctly. 
I have something in my eye, and I hope to assist our grand 
cause abroad, better than I can serve it in this detestable coun- 
try, where, my friends, between ourselves, I am scouted, hated, 
reviled, scoffed at, and execrated. You know that liberal 
principles are gaining ground on the Contineut.—( Hear, hear.) 
Yes, and Iam sorry to say here also.—( 4 laugh.) It is to 
use my influence with foreign despots that I go abroad, and I 
trust my efforts will be productive of benefit to the Conserva- 
tive cause every where.” 

The Duke of Wellington, and several other toasts were given, 
but we forgot to say the Bishop of Exeter was drunk at a very 
early period of the evening.—Horace Twiss having been desired 
to sing, prefaced his vocal infliction by a few words (at which 
Lyndhurst looked black), suggesting the propriety of endea- 
vouring to purchase Brougham over to the Conservative in- 
terest. ‘* Yes,” said the starving Twiss, “ we shall never do 
without him,” and then the briefless one chaunted the following 


admonitory stanzas, 


a a 


Ae A Tt 








FIGARO IN LONDON. 


Arr. Buy a Broom. 
Bay a Brough’m! buy a Brough’m— 
Great Brough’m! sly Brough’m! buy, buy a Brough’m, 
No party should e’er be without one, 
He’s the handiest thing in the world, 
When Whig insects are buzzing about one, 
Or radical dirt’s at us hurl’d. 
For now the Whig insects possess all the powers 
Of place, and those snug things that ought to be ours. 
And the dust on our characters heavily lies, 
Which we once used to throw in John Bull’s blinded eyes, 
Buy a Brough’m, &e. 
Come my friends, since Brough’m soon will be selling, 
You to purchase the first ought to rush ; 
For in times such as these, there’s no telling 
How soon will the Brough’m have to brush. 
Then pardon the hint, but in kindness I speak, 
I advise you look out if Brough’m’s aid you may seek ; 
For if you’re luke-warm I may venture to say, 
The radical side might soon buy him away. 
Buy a Brough’m! buy a Brough’m, 
Great Brough’m! sly Brough’m! quick! duy the Brough’m., 
With this ominous advice the party separated—each one 
under the powerful impression that circumstances would soon 
arise to bring a Brough'm into the market, and all coinciding 
with Twiss on the propriety of being the first to offer to pur- 


chase it. 





THE INTERPRETER. 


Dreadful Assault by a Magistrate. 


Our wonder has been greatly excited by the account in the 
papers of a most desperate assault committed by one magistrate 
(Chambers) in the presence of another (White) and treated 
with illegal contempt by a third magistrate (Gregorie). Cham- 
bers, White, and Gregorie—are a precious trio, as the follow- 
ing abstract of the particulars of the case will testify. 
Chambers writes an insolent letter to a Mr. Pope, who na- 
turally writes back to tell Chambers the very palpable fact 
that he, Chambers, is a fool, upon which Mr. Pope is summoned 
to Queen-square, where he finds White and Chambers, who bind 
him over to keep the peace in heavy sureties, and this being 
arranged, Chambers threatens to perforate Pope’s thick skull 
with an umbrella.—The magistrates having got poor Mr. Pope 
in their lair, brow-beat him with low words, threaten him 
with menacing attitudes, and alarm him with brandishing 
umbrellas in his countenance. Pope naturally thinking his 
skull not so thick, but the point of Chambers’s umbrella 
might find its way through it, rushes to the Police-oftice, where 
he finds White and Gregorie, to whom he represents the rufhianly 
couduct of their skull-perforating colleague, and he, Pope, being 
dismissed with a flea in each ear from the two assault-encourag- 
ing Dogberrys, is forced to retire, taking nothing but insolence 
by his motion. We make 10 comment on this case, but merely 
state it in our pages to ensure its coming under the notice of 
the nation and the government. If, after this, Chambers is 
allowed to expose his brutality, White his injustice, and Gre- 
gorie his idiotey on the magisterial bench, we shall expect to 
hear the office at Queen-square has become a bear-garden, and 
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that a system of general assault is allowed between thieves, 
magistrates, policemen and prisoners. 


The Dog and the Duchess. 

The Duchess of Bedford has met with an accident at her residence at 
Bothemurchus, A dog which her Grace was caressing, suddenly sprung 
up, and lacerated her forehead considerably, tearing off part of the rim 
and one of the eyebrows.—Caledonivn Mercury. 

This distressing event is recorded in the public journals as a 
memorial, we presume, of the taste of a Duchess and the ingra- 
titude of a lap-dog. Truly, it is a most aristocratic propensity 
to caress the canine species, but the loss of an eye-brow is a 
heavy penalty to a Duchess for the indulgence of such amiable 
affability towards a snarling quadruped. It would be beneath 
the dignity of a Duchess to allow a poor horrible creature of 
the human race to come even into the slightest contact with her 
sacred person; but it is in the nature of these refined specimens 
of female humanity to slobber over filthy animals of the dog 
tribe, because they get in return that cringing and fawning so 
grateful to contemptible minds that inspire no legitimate respect 
among individuals endowed with reasoning faculties. Did we 
believe in the doctrine of Pythagoras, we should say the dog in 
question was a philosopher in a puppy’s skin, and took the liberty 
of easing the Duchess of Bedford of an eyebrow to teach her 
that human beings stooping to habits derogatory to the dignity 
of human nature, must occasionally be prepared to take the 
consequence, 


Shabby Work. 

The Master of the Rolls is, we are happy to hear, recovering from his 
indisposition, and is giving little dinners.—Court Journal. 

The Master of the Rolls seems to be emulating a certain Ex- 
Chancellor, and according to the court journalist, is giving a 
series of shabby sets-out in the shape of insufficient meals to 
his visitors. His having been ill, may account for the slender- 
ness of his own appetite ; but why inflict 2é/tle dinners upon his 
guests who have not had any indisposition to repress their gor- 
mandizing propensities. Surely the salary of the Master of the 
Rolls is enough to provide an occasional meal for a few friends 
without scantiness. He had better give decent dinners or none 
at all, for the registering of his stingy turns out will not be 
likely to add much to the dignity of his office in the estimation 
of the community. 


GLOUCESTERIANA.—No. 55. 


The Duke and Higgins were occupied the other day for 
several hours with the Z%mes newspaper, and in the middle of 
one of the advertisements of books, came to a list of opinions of 
the press, which concluded with the words—* Vide Atlas.”’— 
The pair, who by the united aid of Murray, Mavor, Johnson, 
and Sheridan, had picked up something resembling the meaning 
of what they had read, were staggered at the words * Vide 
Atlas,’ which the Duke pronounced to be beyond the sphere 
of mortal comprehension, At length, Higgins after poring for 
several hours over Johnson came to the resolution that vide, 
as applied to a newspaper, must mean wide, and that it was a 
word with which Jro0ad sheet wassynonymous. ‘The Duke and 
the aid-de-camp, with a wild shriek of Hureka, pelted preci- 
pitately to Paternoster-row, where they called on every pub- 
lisher with proposals for a copyright of their new Dictionary. 
Hurt at the failure of their project, and too late for their one 
o’clock dinner at home, they turned into a shilling ordinary, 
and having only one shilling between them, they called for 
dinner for one, with knives and forks for two, a plan inconsist- 
ent with the rules of the establishment. They were, conse- 
quently, kicked out, the Duke protesting, that “ at an ordinary, 
he really had not expected such extra-ordinary treatment.” 
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TO THE WORLD. 

In order that every thing may be done for the Duke of Glou- 
cester to render his benefit worthy of the tremendous patronage 
it is sure to mect with, the Proprietor of Figaro has resolved 
on making the 


HUNDREDTH NUMBER, 


the grand occasion of the unparalelled event alluded to. This 
will give time for further and more extensive arrangements to 
be made; and Seymour is already preparing a pictorial treat of 
unrivalled splendour to be issued to the world on the celebra- 
tion of this JuBiLee in the annals of periodical literature.— 
Half-yearly parts, volumes, and single numbers, may still be 
had at Gloucester-house, Piccadilly, Strange, Paternoster-row, 
and every terrestrial bookseller. 





BREVITIES. 
‘‘ Brevity is the soul of wit.’”’—Shakspeare, 


A New Proposition. 

It has been said, that the Duke of Cumberland q uits Eng- 
land for good. Ifso, he must be leaving this countryfor some- 
thing of a very opposite nature to that for which he has hitherto 
remained in it. 

Horace in-verse. 

Poor Twiss, finding Tory politics just now at a terrible dis- 
count, has serious thoughts of changing once more. He has, it 
is said, written a very delicate letter to Brougham, in which 
he, with great adroitness, hints at himself being in the market 
by saying that “‘ It is a pity the Chancellor, amid his other 
literary employments, does not find time to attempt a new tran- 
slation of Horace.” 


A good Riddance, 

It is hinted that the Duke of Cumberland purposes being 
present at the intended congress at Friedland. If this be his 
view, he quits one Freed-land for another, since Great Britain 
may indeed be said to be in a great degree freed when she has 
the happiness of being rid of him. 

Giving up the Plate. 

Mr. Cobbett has been invited by the people of Clerkenwell 
to a public dinver, and has been solicited to accept a piece of 
plate. ‘The honourable member will attend the dinner, but 
declines the plate; though a dinner without plates would be 
something of a novelty. 

The one thing needful. 

Our poor friend Horace Twiss declares that even if it be 

true “ necessity has no law,” he finds himself with all his daw 


_ in the greatest necessity. 


stesso stenesen 


Zpigram 
(On an Ex-Chancellor’s rapacity.) 
Lyndhurst on lucre’s said to harp, 
For money he doth always hunt, 
"Tis strange that oue so very sharp, 
Should have such sympathy for blunt. 


oe . e 
THEATRICALS. 





Mr. Morris, who it will be remembered first introduced Mrs. 
Wood (then Miss Paton) to the notice of the public, has given 
us what we suspect will ultimately prove an equal source of 
amusement, in Miss Eliza Paton, who already ranks second 
only to her sister in the scale of vocalists. She is an immense 
acquisition, being at the same time a delightful singer and a 
judicious actress, qualities rare enough when divided, and 
scarcely to be met within union. She is not one of those young 
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ladies, who move like speaking automatons, and talk with about 
the emphasis of an unusually loquacious parrot—but she is a 
clever and highly accomplished girl, so that while she enchants 
us with her singing, she does not offend by the awkwardness of 
her gait, or the injudicious delivery of her dialogue. We con- 
gratulate Mr. Morris and the public on the young lady’s ap- 
pearance, and we only hope, that if Bunn should get her for 
the winter theatres he will try and contrive to put her in some- 
thing like decent company. 

It is somewhat to be lamented that the Queen’s theatre 
should be made the scene of such proceedings as it has lately 
been our most painful duty to describe, but a stern sense of 
duty guides our awe-inspiring and scar-inflicting tomahawk, 
There appears to be no management at this house, which might 
be made profitable under a vigorous lessee, though at present 
we believe the lesseeship goes into fresh hands, as every new 
demand arises on the treasury. An i inquiry for the settlement 
of an account above five shillings is at any time enough to 
frighten the manager out of his post, and he is alw: ays happy 
to resign his dignity to get rid of his responsibility. The place 
wants reforming, and we shall wiliingly give our support to 
any one entering the house with a determination to go ona 
liberal and respectable system of management. 


Our regard for the proprietors of the Victoria, and our well 
known adoration of Shakspeare, as well as our esteem for Mr, 
Warde have been the occasion to us lately of an unspeakable 
pang—since with the feelings above registered, it is impossible 
that we can have regarded without agony the late mutilation 
of Richard the Third by the Victoria company. Mr. Warde 
in the present state of the stage necessarily occupies a high 
station in the scale of actors, but he cannot play Slakspeare, 
who in the present dearth of histronic talent will, we fear, be 
banished the theatre and confined to the closet. We shall in 
consideration to Mr. Warde, say nothing about his perpetration 
of Richard, and all the other parts with the exception of Rich- 
mond and King Henry, were massacred in the most summary 
manner by the Victoria troop, who presente da fearful example 
of the occasional triumph of brutal ignorance over gigantic 
genius. Norfolk was embodied by the carcase of our friend 
Irwin, who finds himself snatched from processions at Covent 
Garden, to be put into parts at the Victoria; the banner is 
suddenly clutched from his paw, which is now made to hold 
occasionally a ducal baton; his tongue that was once allowed 
to lie in leaden muteness within his jaws, is now called upon to 
wag itself in blasphe mous mockery of the language of Shak- 
speare ; and from being one of a be vy of troops, or a gang of 
supernumerary assassins, he suddenly finds himself called upon 
to repeat the words of a character. His name (no longer con- 
fined to the bottom of the bill in the apt company of the Tetts, 
the Shegogs, and the Tuckwells) is now blazoned forth in the 
pride of a single line, and the importance of capitals. All this 
would have naturally driven any other man but Irwin mad—he 
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happily can never have his brain turned, for somebody must 
find the brain before it will be possible to turn it. The tragedy 
has been got up liberally with respect to the dresses and ap- 
pointments. The supernumeraries are well marshalled, though 
Egerton still in his managerial zeal, favours them with a curse 
from the side wing. We would also recommend that the un- 
happy creatures should have a strong coat of whitewash thrown 
én (as the painters say) to their faces before the wholesale ap- 
plication of the brick dust, which is used to impart a healthy 
hue to their cheeks, which we understand are so sunken with 

‘are, and so unequalized by starvation, that a bricklayer goes 
round every night with his hod and trowel to fill in with com- 
mon mortar, the gaps and hollows caused by distress in the 
visages of the supernumeraries. When salaries are behind 
(which is never the case at the Victoria) an extra hod of mor- 
tar is allowed to stop up the faces, which are of course ma- 
terially acted upon by financial disappointment. Mr. Cooper, 
the author of the Spare Bed, is to have a benefit next week, 
aud he indeed deserves what we trust he will meet with, the 
most liberal patronage. His Spare Bed has been the most 
successful piece the house has produced, and his Deserted 
Village so long announced is spoken of as an original production 
of no ordinary character. 

Bunn at the time of our writing this, has not ventured to 
brave the national fury by announcing a list of the ragamuf- 
fins who are this season to usurp the boards of the two national 
theatres. Nothing seems doing at either house, but we have 
seen a glass of gin and a baked potato occasionally carried in 
at the stage door of Drury Lane, so that we naturally infer 
Bunn has his meals upon the premises.—The Adelphi and 
Olympic commence procee dings next Monday. Each house has 
its established company, and should the pieces be judiciously 
selected, we may anticipate a good season for both of them. 

Poor Ducrow is getting desperate at his sink at the foot of 
Westminster bridge, and has resorted to all sorts of schemes 
but in vain, to bring people to his establishment. He under- 
takes to ride fourteen horses at once, but all is of no avail, and 
his season will, we regret to say, have been any thing but pros- 
perous, 
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We have the greatest pleasure in announcing, that owing to the exer- 
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